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* SELECT MORAL TALE It may be easily imagined, therefore, that in married life, where _ her wit was like the fine-tempered cimiter of the Saracen kin 
om so much gentleness and forbearance and subdued tenderness are which could divide the yielding and pliable down cushion, even 
‘ sc liana necessary, Clara Wilmerton was not destined to find happiness. though it offered resistance to the blow. Stung by her remarks, 
THE DIVORCED. She loved her husband as only such a heart as hers could love, while © Wilmerton « not forbear renewing the conversation after the de 
BY MRS. EMMA C. EMBURY his affection for her was simply that quiet, tranquil sort of preference irture of the party. The greater part of the night was consumed 
. I he Ladies’ Mag with which most men enter the conjugal state, and which, in after nv nt alterca ‘ the next evening saw him on board a ship 
5 wae were vounr when I fect caw Bre. Wimerten, bet I rece! years either mpens into the warmest affection, or degenerates ato nd f r Pe nee 
= “ Hs - . total indifference With all the discriminating tact that belongs to I ! ‘ f ' rofthe w ppv wife knew no bounds 
lect perfectly well how much I was struck with the calm, clear, full i Ngee aang ; rice Sets a ase aememalin thaw || Hier wes aa io . “ie ‘“- 
tones of her voice. It was indeed music, but music so monotonous aS Cea, © eS eens Per ee oe bye ee ge er rage ot nis 
. : es deceive themselves when they attempt to judge of the feehngs of a ser 1; and w week after week, 1 fter month seed 
and so melancholy, that, like the voice of Coleridge’s Emeline, : Tiaey pa 
husband It is seldom, very seldom, that a man marries the object and ) r, no evide e ot re red rea d her, mad- 
* Even ip its mirthful mood, of his first affection; it is seldom that he marries at all until after dene ' rf $ passions sh d f law fora 
7 It made me wish to steal away and weey the freshness of his feelings, like the impress upon coin, has been vor Many a secre \ _ er} ne the pre 
J Several years afterwards I spent some weeks in the town where she worn off by constant collision with his fellow men; and how can it cess of her t. Many a remors sw som when 
“ resided, and though not very well versed in human nature, thought be expected that he should look upon his wife, with the deep and | she t of the st hize sband, w , \ now cas 
w I could discern under her calm exterior the traces of strong and v fervent tendern which she must necessarily regard him? fi her for t nustal | nm atecled 
s- hement emotions. She was a tall, finely-formed woman, with a The object of t love, the possessor of her heart's long st the s f fe , He shall not 
hand and arm that might have been the model for a sculptor. Her hoarded tenderness. Yet rarely are those things considered ; ar retur sit f ‘ when wearied with the 
a face was chietly remarkable for the extreme paleness of its com- when a woman looks for affection as fervent as her own ! s ! \ f f her tamely 
' plexion and the wonderful brightness of the eyes; indeed, had it not it not, too often does she allow the wailings of discontent to her | submitting to called whe uv « escend to claim her 
= been for those large, black, lustrous eyes, that face would have seemed husband's only welcome to a home wil : ' right ty 
"7 chiseled from the marble, so snowy, so unchangeably white was the If the husband be a man of principle, it depends ¢ rely ‘ I ew ‘ BR " mercantile house 
- hue of lip, and cheek, and brow. Her demeanor was alwayscalm, wife to awaken that tenderness which will sh ver “ \ he | connec roperly exes 
} Se If-possessed and lady-like, but not one among those who then were days “the moonlight of the heart; ind ou, thre ! “ \ “A i ew r of ex 
. her associates, had ever marked the faintest shadow of emotion upon fulness, she neglect the means of dot Ss, wor p™ t ) ha is aly ch , 
her fine countenance. Her tranquillity seemed unnatu Tou deep for the guilt no less than the misery ts hers tt ‘ ’ t that her hus d 
a to be merely the calin slumber of the pa ms and aflections of Had Clara Wilmerton allowed herself to be « cled by U “ MA 1 1 " shness How dreadf y 
a man nature, it rather seemed like the silence which follows the fear tates of her clear ju ng nund, she w i have ev vas “\ in a year after the « had 
ful rush of the hurricar the silence of desolation Her skill happy, but her passions were too ve t s t was the h f 
music was unriva nd I well remember her singular and almost ernment. The thousan ttle diversities of character, w ! ! ’ ! Gi ind w, Wilmert a 
awe-inspiring appearance as she sat at the piano, her tall figure the first years of married life always a penod of probat “ first aris tthe thorn wa h 
shrouded in a black velvet dress, her dark hair parted on her marble her occasions of uncontrollable sorrow or ungovernable at ( i ‘ t tw ex ' , deeper into the 
brow, and her small, bloodless-looking hands, drawing forth strains pared with her own strong affections r husba 8 warmest ft “ \ var thee ny fascinat v iw 1 he constantly 
that seemed to thrill through every heart. But when she sung derness was cold. The fatyzues of business, the cares of we é ‘ “ f the extreme gentleness 
when those colourless lips opened, to emit sounds that seemed to “lap reaction of an over-excited spuit, all in oO ys M a fag t, ike th is 1 spring, seemed 
the soul in elysium,” the effect was such as never could be forgotten his brow; but she considered not these na il ea wv ' t ked upon. D r early acquaint 
I have since seen her in her coffin, and excepting that the bight tributed the gloom which she sometimes marked in his « i " se trivial cu stances ed which ‘ 
eye was pressed down beneath its purple lid, there was no change to his diminished regard for herself his is anot t “ ’ wt Wilmerton w 
m her countenance lts pa hue, its calm expression was the often makes si pwreck of a womans peace Her thous 3, con hary by U the uty of her temper Perhaps the cor 
same, and it seemed as if death himself had been unable to work his stantly occupied by the object of her s, she forgets t r sw erful temper afforded to that which 
usual changes upon this “statue of flesh very situation in society prevents her hustwnd trom y m - irass \ t itr ted not a litth 
I remember once reading in a volume of fairy tales the story ef a s0 entirely to the influen of the gentler tee s. Love is “ ( t ‘ WwW wrton f " mety, and, before he 
young princess, who, after receiving every good gilt from the benevo business of a woman's life the daughter wil tM r v war if vas ‘ ¥ betrayed into those 
lent spirits, found them all rendered useless by the one apparently | in all these characters love is the leading motive of a : t \ sa marned man, | itt ve proffered 
trifling but mischievous endowment of an offended fairy. The his- | but with man it is very different; affection, even with its! st at I i s remorse, | ’ that the young and artles 
tory of many of our everyday associates would furnish an apt iilus- tributes, is to him but as an interlude between the acts ol y I i ea to ve hom wit enderest aflection. As 
tration of this allegory How often do we see the blessings of for- active life, and never is a woman so miserably mistaken as W i in of pr e, he s red at th t honour of } 
tune and beauty and genius rendered valueless to their possessor by | she believes herself to be the sole object of his thoughts, the s é t 3a man of feelu © tre d at the misery which he 
the presence of some one weakness, or the absence of some one es- cause of his anxieties. I say mis mistaken, because ! mushy unflete In t st of his perplexity, while 
sential good quality Perhaps there never was a stronger instance invariably leads to a course of conduct w 1 18 sure fl & for t ness ve , 
of this than the case of Clara Wilmerton. Endowed with a fine per- most evil results . I vered forever t hat ted him to his 
son and rare genius, inheriting immense wealth from her fa and It was impossible to meet Mrs. W erton in society, gu s ippy w whe misider e mann n which she 
—4 united to one who was no less respected by the world than adores she was beyond her sex, and not a re lie was ¢ all) cted | rocess for divore when her llected the bit 
by herself, it neede reat skill in vaticination to prophesy forher sible to know her in private i yet to love her. Possess i 8 ol res ent 1 the v c her temper, he felt 
a brilliant destiny. 1 vain the fairest flowers of life blossomed heart filled with Kindness, t t seemed to yearn with tender ’ was wei One ¢ ree a e seemed 
ed in her path; “ the serpent was over them all ;"’ and where over every living cre ire, she yet deprived hersell of every ! t t ( ra had \ y buret t bonds w h 
others less gifted have found happiness, she only met with —bemg beloved, by that ver temper which terrufte er ted 1 he was now at y to repair th yury which 
desolation. Among all the tiful gifts of nature and fortune, one nary associates, and even re er rest tf s. Mr. W b sly ! ‘ I ch girl. Whatever 
. thing only had been neglected. Temper was the one evil endow ton soon grew weary il \ frowns aw “ us f i ‘ own bosom, and 
ment which accompanied the blessings that had fallen to her lot frequently than smiles | stre th of | ciples Wwe Sur fair A wile. A fe | shook his frame 
and this was sufficient to render all the others useless From in defence against vice; but rtunately t yw i his iw ghastly pa o f the altar with his 
fancy her passions had be excessively violent, and her timid pa ny attractive 1 s of ing tin ) _ finds st t irked it not, and with the strength of a we 
rents, ternfied at the sight of her fra; httle form, convulsed with ywn fireside that worst olf fiends ' ‘ l ! 
rage, had shrunk from the task of subduing those passions, until — striving to win ack b ess “ ( | f marnage, and if s 
mg habit rendered them a part of her very nature As she grew ¢ fail o their \ ( m : A i rn so) 1. One only thought 
the decenmes of society f course, « mmipelled her to check the er sar pass i . \ “ ‘ ! nm he pre e tre ur 
; ebulliuons ot a temper whi 1 she could not govern it the evil Was ot ~ “ i s st I st Ww < \ ‘ t tie her ri inguish 
‘ concealed, not destroyed; and, however refined and elegant her so e or tw herr fre “ r. Hers 1 vain with tl 
manners appeared, there was often an angry spot upon her brow resistam und Ww her op] i t be a ver or a hus s ! iv unt i perished in her ¢ itadel, and the 
and a flash ng vyhtin her eves, wi 1 told of feelings very unlike will soon learn how easily su “ s may be fi i rt ( ‘ i ma 
the gentleness of womar Those who looked upon her im after life, — half-concealed tear of a gentle, devoted woman may mu t For f ears 8 red melness of a maniac’s cel 
when she exhibited y the mmobdity ot the statue, would have H wsionate gust ft violent em i in Ss itr re \ t et i \ her madness, but at others 
found it ficult to beheve that in vouth the principal charm of er once Ina tle time Clara | er husband's afhe ns entirely rag tig r viel Sickness fell upon her 
face was its ever varying expression. Possessing a highly cultiva enated fr I Restless py e plunge t tit r t ry brink of the grave; but, as 
y mind, and unrivalled sk n mus it was delightful to watch her ex of fas ' t with a ‘ f I ! body , } r ae ved to retur and fore 
fine countenance when « ed in intellectual converse, or, whe HN as \ “ I A 4i8 i wa witht t 
Lat the piano, she gave free scope to her passionate love tor . 1 mur \ tr “ tlerer {in s t when se fr her 
. ul ipre it most ex urs that eve r i s las “ ne fear . I Ww ' | il lay of ppume 
ve heart. The wzziiny br tey le ever-Vary x re ] Ths r i 5 nay, ¢ i y who had watcl er re sdness and 
n, the quick vibra 1 of the teiv arcl ws ‘ 1 V 2 : y ¢ sens 120d rw i v i Ww er I ry trace { the 
movementot the beautifully chise 1 lyps, all combined to form a} vw vy off as ‘ s¢ x ent pa { s ha imished Hi 
ture of that most exquisit of all styles of beauty, the beauty of ex \ s s fl face was ! i , Statue k 
pression. But the vividness of the changes which pass \ ( s i never f M ! “A tion seen 
face was a faint symbol of the violence of her feelings. Every ~ t sins : ! rus t © re 8 ! fe re 
tion was with her a passion; her frie 1dship Was a species of ty ny ed t t t Ww ertol 1} ’ ‘ ie | ner ve 
from which all revolted, for she exacted all the de istrations sno match f r : veapons. I ‘ of ya ik i abode B mt m 
the most ardent love; her dislike was perfect hatred, an rlove Richard Ceur L so f vy des t I i, which ners ! endered her th ight ot a fashionable 
was a passion so deep, so violent, so almost turbulent, that by its t thro a bar of trot sin s nd reve It} me ne might t ) Splendid party ven Dy one 
own excess it destroyed all chance of reciprocal ¢ n s t hat ome Dy whi f the t Stu shi w ! , try, Mre. Wilmertor 
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had been frequently « ed upon toplay an until weaned with sunsi ear flowers in all the paths of y childhood I sud nly 1 new-macde 
constant in rtunities she retreated fror } »wad. and entered a every hope—modified every proyect—such was t yve | bor » Alice ether, a ur ros 
' » r r 
small, side room, which had been fitted up 1 retiring-roon love unmortal as the sou I i sa 
boudou A few select friends followed her ifter repeated ¢ AN INDIAN ¢ s . 
treaties from her companiot Mr W ‘ d herself be Ihave! ‘ mir fm ty [ 1 girl, but :, I serv i 
arn nal { ' ) ' ‘ T r Ww “ 
a harp, and commenced a bea Iw P . de shows = fen seal aia 
fing one son i ! en I 1s containe Mr. ¢ s Catechism. a wher B is! . 2 
the anniver y of or t lost un y ysin my i t |) ee thane twos sl ‘ on een ia Closed wat = I - 
for the pron xtort y M I\ t have || nase and deafness com to 1 ne dak elem manne is 
jntruded m ‘ i ! It was the iy nw hat fix ae af . vf Dow s 
first time t comy I y \ H s hatr Rome, a 
ner Ww I y ! 4 \ r f 1} s 
t0 @ mud an y wor / { “ whe mal > U 
R : 
Ll have ( I she W J | \ i deer w i | . 
. . i Ss \ 
N 
k 
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I G 7 ( 
N | ra 
! S 
wa Her v “ | N 
a) A 
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pon ! N vw I \A N \ 
upon | t ) 
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FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE, 


FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF EUROPE 


NUMBER FORTY-FOUR. 
cardinals—the “ Last Judgment”— 


Mass in the Sistine chapel—the 
Chanting of the priests 


the pope of Rome—the * Adam and Eve” 
festa at the church of San Carlos—Gregory the sixteenth, his equi- 


page, train, ete 

Att the world goes to hear “‘ mass in the Sistine chapel,” and all 
travellers desenbe tt It occurs infrequently, and 1s performed by 
the pope We were there to-day at ten, crowding at the door with 
mostly English, elbowed alternately bv 


hundreds of foreigners, 


priests and ladies, and kept in order by the Swiss guards im their 
harlequin dresses We admitted 


hour's pushing, and the guard retreated to the grated door, through 


and long pikes were ifter an 


woman Their gay bonnets and 


which S pe rmitted to pass 
feathers 
them for once without the qualifying reflection that they were be 


no 


the gilded bars, and we could admire 


clustered behind 


tween us and the show An hour more was occupied in the en- 


trance, one by one, of some forty cardinals with their rustling silk 


trains supported by bovs in purple They | issed the gate, ther 


train bearers lifted their cassocks and helped them to kneel, a mo 
ment’s prayer was mumbled, and they took their seats with the 


same servile assistance Their attendants placed themselves at 
their feet, and, taking the prayer books, the only use of which ip 
peared to be to display their jewe lled fingers, they looked over them 
at the faces behind the grating, and waited for his holiness 

to study the fa 


The ! 


sub- 
Saviour sits in the midst, pro- 


The intervals of this mummery, gave us time 


mous frescos for which the Sistine cl ipel 


The 


the wicked plunging from his presence on 


is renowned 


ject is the “ Last judgment 


nouncing the sentence, 


the left hand, and the righteous issistance of 


iscending with the 


artist had, of course, infinite scepe for 


angels on the right The 


expression, and the fame of the fresco, (which occupies the whole 


of the wall behind the altar) would seem to argue his success. The 
light is miserable, however, and incense or lamp-smoke, has obscur 
ed the colours, and one looks at it now with little ple asure As 
well as I could see, too, the figure of the Saviwur was more that of 


from the top of a house in some fear 
of falling, than the judge of the world upon his throne. Some of 
the other parts are naked 
been beautiful, but one of the 


a tiler throwing down slates 


female figures 


better, and one or two 


might once have succeeding popes 


ordered them drest, and they now flaunt at the judgment seat in 


coloured silks, obscuring both saints and sinners with their finery 
There are some redeeming frescos, also by Michael Angelo, on the 
ceiling, among them * Adam and Eve,” exquisitely done 

With him 


tottered 


The pope entered by a door at the side of the altar 
came a host of dignitaries and church servants, and, as he 
to kneel, 
on, his flowing robes lifted and spread, and he was treated in all 
In fact, the 





round in front of the altar, us cap was taken off and put 


respects, as if he were the Deity himself whole ser- 
vice was the worship, not of God, but of the pope. The cardinals 
came up, one by one, with their heads bowed, and knelt reverently 
to kiss his hand and the hem of his white satin dress ; 
the 


his throne 
was higher than the altar, and ten time as gorgeous ; incense 
was flung towards him, and his motions from one side of the chapel 
to the other, were attended with more ceremony and devotion than 
all the rest of the service together. The chanting commenced with 


his entrance, and this should have been to God alone, for it was 


like music from heaven. The choir was composed of priests, who 
sang from massive volumes bound in golden clasps, in a small side 
gallery. One stood by the book, turning the leaves as the chant 
proceeded, and keeping the measure, and the others clustered 
around with their hands clasped, their heads thrown back, and their 
eyes closed or fixed upon the turning leaves in such grouping and 
attitude as you see in pictures of angels singing in the clouds. | 
have heard wonderful music since I have been on the continent, 
and have received new ideas cf the compass of the human voice, 


and its capacities for pathos and sweetness. But, after all the won- 


ders of the opera, as it is learned to sing before kings and courts, 
the chanting of these priests transcended every conception in my 
mind of music. It was the human voice, cleared of all earthliness, 
and gushing through its organs with uncontrollable feeling and na- 
ture. The burden of the various parts returned continually upon 
one or two simple notes, the deepest and sweetest in the octave 
for melody, and occasionally a single voice outran the choir in 
a passionate repetition of the air, which seemed less like mu- 
sical contrivance, than an abandonment of soul and voice to a pre- 
ternatural impulse of devotion. One writes nonsense in describing 
such things, but there is no other way of conveying an idea of 
them 

To-day we have again seen the pope 


The subject is beyond the wildest superlatives 

It was a festa, and the 
His holi- 
ness came in the state-coach with six long-tailed black horses, and 
The 
gaudy procession swept up to the steps, and the father of the 


church of San Carlos was the scene of the ceremonies 
all his cardinals in their red and gold carriages in his train 


church was taken upon the shoulders of his bearers in a chair of 
gold and crimson, and solemnly borne up the aisle, and deposited 
within the railings of the altar, where homage was done to him by 
the cardinals as before, and the half supernatural music of his choir 
awaited his motions The church was half filled with soldiers 
armed to the teeth, and drawn up on either side, and his body- 
guard of Roman nobles, stood even within the railing of the altar, 


, constructed who can actually court and take pleasure in it 


capped and motionless, conveying, as every thing else does, the irre- 
sistible impression that it was the worship of the pope, not of God 


Gregory the sixteenth, is a small old man, with a large heavy ' 


nose, eyes buried in sluggish wrinkles, and a flushed apoplectic 
look- 


The gorgeous 


complexion He sits, or is borne about, with his eves shut 
ing quite asleep, even his limbs hanging lifelessly 
and heavy papal costumes only render him more insignificant, and 
when he is borne about, buried in his deep chair, or lost in the cor- 
ner of his huge black and gold pagoda of a carriage, it is difficult to 


look at him without asmile. Among his cardinals, however, there 





are magnificent heads, boldly marked, noble and scholar-like, and I 
may say, pe rhaps, that there is no one of them, who had not na- 
They are a dignified and 


impressive body of men, and their servile homage to the pope, 


ture’s mark upon him of superiority 


seems unnatural and disgusting 





ORIGINAL COMMUNICATIONS. 


FROM THE DESK OF AN OLD GENTLEMAN 
RAMBLES ABOUT TOWN 

YQ meet odd things im the streets ; odd figures, odd faces, peo- 

ple oddly dressed, odd equipages, odd shops, odd pictures in the 


windows, and all chasing each other oddly through the mind, till 


they seem a broadly burlesque dream. Many expose their eccen- 


tricities in the open daylight; some by actions, some by dress 


Occasionally a fellow crosses vou, who has abandoned himself to 


caprice in a coat; and several of my fellow pedestrians let their 


dispositions out in their hats. In the minds of all men there will be 


engendered sophistries, prejudices, vapours, and curious tastes, 


which I am always willing to see getting vent thus harmlessly, in- 


stead of exploding m slanderous conversation respecting ther 


friends, or in bad temper at home. These hats differing so point- 
edly from other people's, doubtless cover good heads and lively ima- 
ginations, and their wearers, in this quiet way, let off the ir supe r- 


It isa much better method of attracting atten- 


fluous aspirations 


tion than slaughtering armies, or overturning empires I remem- 


ber one of these hats for years. It is low crowned and quite broad 
brimmed, and sits on the head with a somewhat determined and 


military air It has been seen passing up and down, through the 


streets, turning corners, going into shops and out again; some- 
times among the knots of money-dealers in Wall-street ; some- 
times beneath the drooping willow branches of the Battery 


Whether it has 


identical hat, (which I sus- 


sometimes at a funeral, or the theatre, or a fire 


been always actually one and the same 


pe ct at periods,) or whether, like a corporation, it Is only perma- 
nent in form and principle, 1 am not competent to decide. But the 
shape and appearance of it never altered. I have not seen it ex- 


ce pt on the he id, nor the he ad without it A passe nger, now and 


then. looks round after it, 


and with a sympathizing smile half breaking out on the 


not rudely, but almost unconsciously, 
lips In 
my heart I rather respect it. If it reads the Mirror, I hope it will 
understand that this notice is the tribute of one who is not without 
his own peculiarities, though differently and, perhaps, not so mno- 
cently displayed ; and who would feel as if something were want- 
ing in his peregrinations through the angular and meandering 
streets of this town, were he to miss it in its * accustomed round.” 
If such peculiarities be follies, they are the weeds of a kind soil, 
and, my life upon it, grow up in the vicinity of good fruit and flowers 

There are other hats about town not altogether unworthy notice, 
although I am not equally well disposed towards all. I am quite 
in love with a neat looking low crown; and there is a short-nap 
which I think very well of; but I am a little inclined to quarrel 
with a high steeple-crown, the rim cut into queer outlines, turned 
down in front, and rolled up at the sides rather impertinently It 
The 


other day, one took it so much to heart, that he muttered a frag- 


has offended a number of people, within my observation 
ment of an oath at it, in an audible voice; and another, when it 
had gone by, turned round fiercely, straddled upon the pavement, 
and stuck his fists in his sides, with such a formidable air, that I 
was not sure but the matter might end in bloodshed 

Besides those gentlemen who stand out from the vulgar, and 
rise to celebrity by the shape of their hats, there is a class yet 
more notorious by means of their whiskers. Whiskers in reason 
are not to be spoken of flippantly ; but unreasonable whiskers are 
the most abominable things in the world. There cross my path, 
latterly in increased numbers, individuals, who, in this respect, ex- 


hibit the licentious taste of a desperado 


Among the shaved citi- 
zens | am sometimes positively startled by a countenance over- 
grown with masses of hair from throat to temples, and blackening 
the face like 


Certain 


hat of a young savage 
I know not, are getting 


young men, whose g 
When I meet them I 


names 
to be quite the town talk on this account 


often afford them the compliment of a few minutes’ meditation and 
conjecture. I think, are they crazy? or only affected’ Have they 
parents, wives, sisters, fnends' By what comeimence of acei- 


dents are they destitute of any one to advise them against render- 
Do they mte nd 


not better, but more ridi- 


ing themselves a by-word and a laughing stock 


to waste their lives in endeavours to be, 


culous than their fellow creatures! To people generally ridicule 


causes the most acute pain. How strangely must be their minds 


’ 


I have 


sometimes become quite moral and metaphysical on whiskers 


LETTERS FROM CORRESPONDENTS, 





EXTRACT OF A LETTER TO JOHN SMITH, ESQ 
Boston, August 2th, 1832 


Ir matters not to tell thee, beloved John, how, or in what man- 


ner I was jolted in stages, and dragged in canal boats; how, run 


hard aground in the mud of the Connecticut, we lay some hours 
high and dry, on the flats, and how little white-headed children 
came trotting about the boat, like so many snipes, eyeing us with 
wonder and astonishment, holding their tattered petticoats high in 


oozed around their 
, 


the 


air, to prevent the soil of the mud which 


toes—strangers to shoe and stocking; how wise citizens of 


Middletown sent their doctor on board, to examine our tongues 
and how spitting, and phizzing, and puffing, we sailed on to 


4 


Springtield in one of those nondescript steamboats with a wheel in 


the stern :—it 1s sufficient that I arrived at Northampton, in the 
old Bay state 
It is a perfect specimen of New-England comfort 

j 


side 


I ‘made a sojourn 


Situated on the 


Here, as the yankees say, 
acclivity, the whole town, with its churches, hand- 
and 
Elegant 


edifices, in the Grecian style of architecture, scattered on promi- 


of a gentle 


some houses and court-yards, its broad streets, old elms, 


other ornamental trees, presents itse lf to you at one view 


nent points, are striking objects, and on the top of the hill over- 


looking the whole, the “ Round Hill School,” with its spotless 


buildings, is thrown in strong relief from a back-ground of 


hick black forest—from its chasteness and beauty of architecture 


white 


more resembling the palace of some prince of oriental story than a 


learning ; and last, not least, the grave-vard, 


} 


with its clustering mounds and 


mere seminary of 


monuments. I love to wander about 
in the calm qu 


tired and apart from living men, the dead are 


a country burving-ground, where, et of a place re- 


resting; the ach ig 


heart, “the wearied and heavy laden” find there an asylum, where 


The unassuming tablets, 
shew that the couple grown old in 


their descendant 


taunts and wrongs are no longer felt 


rising side by side, years, to- 





s for generat 


gether here he surrounded by 


not parted even in death, waiting patiently the call which shall 


arouse them from their slumbers. But at times it seems gloomy 
and pitiless I'he moss and the thistle rise up and obscure the 


tribute of affection recorded on the tombstones, as though nature 


were striving with time to obliterate the memory of the dead from 
minds of the 
The st 


ing to their roofs for shelter 


the ving 


orm howls, the bitter icy sleet drives man and beast shiver- 


but the tenants of the tomb it affects 


not: they le in their narrow houses, still, unmoved, unconscious 


ind freezing light 


The cloudless moonlight of winter throws a cold 


ithe whi 1antle of snow 





upon them ; the bright stars twinkle, anc 


hes still and untracked above them. They heed it not'—The balmy 


breath of spring breathes on them ; the verdant grass rises; the 


lower shakes and drinks the 


its tiny bells, dewy diamond 


wild-f 
is thrown 


t turf; the 


glittering on its lips; the rich light of the summer sun 
over them, painting the trees in shadows on the velve 
eve, 


meadow-lark, with out-stretched neck and piercing perched 


upon the very grave, is uttering his sweet notes. What matters it! 


They lie 


with streaming eves 


frozen—motionless.—The hearse rolls in: the widow, 
and suffocating sobs, and the sable group of 
mourners weeping follow it ; the little orphans, clinging to her hand, 
gaze with mixed amazement and fear in her face, and 
pit What matters it 
lhe ; and will remaim until the last trumpet rouses the living and 


the dead, and ushers them imto unmeasured, immeasureable eter- 


then in the 


Unconscious, cold, and undisturbed they 


nity. —But I will not bore you with a sermon on church-yards 
Tempted by the fine air and excellent hotels, I rode, and hunted, 

and soliloquized, and caught trout ; and 

visited Mount Holyoke the 


morning, which had been 


and walked in the woods ; 
staid much longer than I intended. I 
| The 


day my departure 
misty, began to show signs of becoming clear 


previous to 
I re queste d my host 
to furnish me with a conveyance, and in a few minutes a fine high- 
spirited black horse stood saddled at the door, champing his bit, 
and pawing impatiently; the white froth scattered in flakes on his 
broad chest, and his nostrils fiery and smoking. Nothing exhiler- 
ates me so much as a gallop on a high-spirited horse ; and as I 
cleared the smooth meadow-land which lies between the river and 
the town, my horse’s ears erect and forward, and gathering speed 
with every bound, I ceuld almost imagine myself a fabled Cen- 
taur of old. I soon reached the river, which is about one-third of 


a mile in width, and halting on its bank, I lifted my eyes to the 


mountain. The heavy fog which had covered it from my view, was 
slowly rolling like 


a heavy curtain from its front ; and rising in vast volumes, first laid 


now (thanks to its arch-enemvy, the blessed sun,) 


the verdant forest, and then curling and breaking in dense 
the 


bare 





i 


a gigantic 


masses over the summit, it rolled off to eastward, leaving ol 





Holvoke standing with his cragged coronal of rocks, 
Titan. bidding detiance to time and tempests. A few minutes more 


found me in a singularly constructed ferry-boat, propelled, in some 


inscrutable manner, by 


a couple ot puor nags that the k — Var- 





the ferryman, alternately encouraged by wor 


My ferriage, duly paid and examined, 


mounter,”’ 


blows was safely deposited 


in the hog-skin purse of the Charon, and I was safely landed on 


! the 


The road was good, and the mountain 
easy, and galloping through the woods, catching a glimpse here 


terra firma ascent of 


and there of the surrounding country, I arrived within a couple of 
Here, in a dell, I fastened my horse to 


in some storm, had been caught by its t 


hundred feet of the summit 


a tree that, upturned rother 
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and held half suspended over the mountain side; throwing my back. My hurry and agitation made me less and less cautious,and knell.” The old man placed himself ne side of the fire-place 
= cloak across the saddle, I prepared to make my ascent. The scene be- | in the mean time the storm came growling on. The low muttering and quietly smoked his pipe, while his good wife, busied with her 
| fore me furnished a fine subject for the pencil. In front, and tower- | thunder, which appeared far off in the horizon, grew louder; the knitting, the brindled cat purring « _ occupied the other 
) | ing high above me, the precipice, rifted and gashed by the tempests _ perfect stillness of the forest was broken ; the melancholy sighs of The bright black-eyed daughter | ed the table befere me an 
- of ages, presented its dark sides, frowning and grim; the velvet mass the coming blast increased to wails; the boughs of the trees rub- excellent s er. Blessing of her hear P eck a . 
on and small clusters of scarlet and yellow flowers peeping from its _ bed against each other with a see-saw motion, and as the storm in that covered it: it was a real New-F supp semen aniahes 
om } crevices, secure from the hand of the spoiler ; the rippling and glit- | creased, grated with a harsh and incessant groaning; the lightning bread and golde tter: chicken that but one short hour had re 
wea tering brooklet breaking in a crystal shower over them; and the became quick and incessant. I took shelter under the roots of a posed et s roost ; pies, tea, and last t least spark 
- maple and oak, with gnarled arms and dense foliage, here and there prostrate oak, and, shivering with appre hension, determined to ling amber cide 1 was as hungry as a w l< to the 
a fortifying its fissures and chasms, while the vine luxuriantly spread  ebide the fury of the storm, and wait ull the morning light should | supper I made irty ons und, with the old song, a 
cir in roofs of verdure between them. The forest extended into dark- enable me to reach the bottom of the descent rhe tempest Romped w the da ter ked wit e mot 
of ness at my side ; but was variegated here and there with the bright came on furiously, like an unchained demon, lashing the dark sides Smoked w . er,a tw the ‘ 
* crimson of the maple, which the frost had just breathed upon as it of the mountain; the lightning, intense and b ndingly vivid, was No: I didn't fight w the broths ¢ al k hands w 
rg passed, und the stillness was unbroken, save by the queruious Cry accompanied bv incessant and te fic tl der Every flas! en 1 t ¢ t A , ( ‘ ‘ 
_ of the cat-bird, as it hopped from branch to branch, the mimic bark up the whole scene with glittering splendour Ihe N « trv ss W 8 at work 1 my we 
he of the squirrel, or the hollow tapping of the woodpecker I com- was exposed alternately to a light surpassing mid-day $ es ta 
” | menced ascending, and with the assistance of rude banisters, form- turned to cimmerian darkness The cultivated s, t cheer every ‘ \ ! et, ba ee} “ 
le ed of branches of trees, gradually worked my way up the zig-zag ful villages, which were but now smiling in beauty repose n s | vy ey ‘ » los 
ra path; but before quite reaching the summit, my short breathing trembled and cowered under the fierce tempest. The plac ve KHOW Whit Iw ‘ ‘ ‘ ow 
nd and the extreme palpitation of my heart, forced me to pause and which | now reflected the mountain side ins y warmth a ‘ $ ents e hom ‘ 
rest. As I looked down through an opening in the trees, I caught stillness, appeared a tossing stream of molten fir Ra i ne i wit ! cover ‘ 
a a view of my horse, who, with ears erect and eager neighing, was dashed hissing by; and a hurricane, horrible and ve \ ss, W ‘ f 1 ‘ ‘ 
a looking at me, as if wondering what I could be at My cloak, with its train A quivering white flash struck t t ! ens “ ‘ s s the hg t “N ‘ 
vat its red lining, thrown over his saddle, and his brisk neigh reminded oak but a short distance from me, a ere ‘ ‘ f the 
of me of some adventure of that excellent-hearted gentleman and true roar of the thunder t wed, it was t " shivere \ W ‘ dresse ‘ 
: knight, Don Quixote. Happy, most happy Don Quixote, in so de- and burning, hurled on by the hurricane | t s f h eakt t ‘ ‘ ‘ 
. delightful a biographer as Cervantes!—most fortunate Cervantes lowed the screaming of the blast, t ‘ ‘ afte 
, in such a hero, superlatively worthy of thy pen' Oh, shade of La echoing from mountain to mounta painte vy afl ‘ ! . A 
ot Mancha’s sple ndour' Couldst thou only have been at my side gination the terrific umagery ot r t l ‘ t l 
: with thy stalwart arm: couldst thou only have ascended to the solid rock was sweeping off ‘ How ‘ V \ ‘ 
= summit, and, leaning on thy lance, have surveved t t ed, I was t« s s \ a. a t , 
he scene that prese nted itself to my eye—the immense amphitheatre here and there i finally, strugg i ‘ \ . ‘ ’ 
“ two hur d miles in diameter, of which thou alone wouldst be that were scudding by, the n 1 showed f ) . \ a ¢ 
= the appropriate centre ; the beautiful level country; the glistening ed up the dr g forest I s i \ n ' 
. white towns, sprinkled like patches of snow in every part of the | frightful dream, ha ot my ‘ k h 
. lands ape 5 the quiet Connecticut reduced to the size of a nvulet, ing off to the eastward, mv if s “ va N t I 
: and stretching through the carpet of cultivation—the fields of g fantastic roots of the k \ ne ‘ I ‘ 
a the yellow wheat, the verdant maize, the meadow, the woodland, for mor g—I waited. How the lazy s ‘ \W N ‘ 
- forming beautiful and defined fig res its texture—thou wouildst I agam, with yy N r « acre tte t | \ t l 
“ certan have conceived thyself in the land of enchantment and wet it ‘ ‘ e. I , , vile 
one thy soul could ipprec ate the scene, magnihcent with expecte tot the pat () 1 we 
“ mountains, which hke fierce giants en rcled it. W ikist thou not titer tely swearing . " t . ( Ml 
7 when the clouds threw their broad shadows, chasing each other until I saw hight at some dist 1 of me ! é ; ‘ 
. on the plains below, have imagined them squadrons charging in connoitered. Q s y seem. a k ‘ 
nt fierce and bloody battle’ Wouldst thou, burning for the melee, me The exposure that I rone " i s “ ‘ V \ ‘ 
“ allow thy trustv Sancho, whose fat sides were nearly burst uscend stoo | volve ‘ y \ k 
- ing the precipice on which thou didst stand—wouldst thou allow house, said I to myself, for there ts the \ . I | 
. him, as with greasy napkin he wiped his streaming brow, to tell gnis fatuus, for that wor g fore , t s ad : ’ ‘ s B 
d thee, that that log whic! ired slowly floating on the murror rhe g ts es of my vout R s " | ) I ‘ h 
n face of the water at thy feet was a large ferry-boat Couldst thou there sh ibe spirits’ t ght | If the storn the Hart the s | t . ‘ 
- force the barbarous pagan name of Chickapee, or the more | iy , demon should be true What if Mephistopheles Fa | ess ‘ en . 
d one of Carmel—or to thy knightly ears, the more accustomed one threading the forest to party te Aca ‘ f W ‘ ve ( hely Ia 
’ of Saddleback through thy lantern jaws Knight of the rueful dians ghosts What if the spirit of the ta fierce ‘ . et f awake ' ‘ 
‘ countenance—the mirror of chivalry—** Chevalier sans peur ct sans grizzly, is taking hist tly r s, with snar r panthers at . Phe s v« f ‘ ‘ 
f reproc he’’—the adorer, the adored of the pee rless Duleinea! for heels, grin y his tee s he es ‘ s ‘ ! s es t ‘ . { 
, | give me! I almost thought that thou wert standing at my side;— in the moonlight on the plains below Al f . ‘ ‘ ew t he « 
a but thou hast vanished, and I am on the edge of neat sand feet ver to fee ‘ ‘ s ‘ t that 
= alone.—I scrambled over the ledge, and stood on the ‘ sd s he " Here f x | ‘ wsyv—more 
d a beautiful sight presented itself to my view! At s g shrick from a ‘ st ove \ e of f ‘ relay " 
mountain curled, like an extended serpent, the C ‘ \ s! f l ca i npse « ‘ how diff ef t I fou elf 
sinuosities cutting the smooth plain into all sorts of grotesque two figures ascending the side with a lante the liht which I) 4 carnage \ ‘ iveme f a fast 
] figures ; here making a circuit around a penins la of miles, across had seen A new cause of alarm started uy VW tif these are ible party l ‘ e st ‘ Iw owed uy ata 
} the neck of which a child might throw a stone, and then stretching anditti, prowling on the mountain! said I, se y te obseq si s. I wentt h the form ft : 
x straight as an arrow for a like distance, it would return like a hare’ their bloody hands are going to deposit their m erous de I ] whine Lewis efiance of nature 
: on its course ; the verdant plain, extending around me, rich with the root of some large tre wd, hurry r ck, thev w sci 1 \ ‘ i wis htly ¢ wen t < ik wae 
, the labour of g od old New Engl und’s sons; und, far in the out a shallow grave for the victim ol their crueity, st aow salely i corne yt © Kicke ! u 
; distance, the blue smoky distance, rose in majesty God's land- the earth over him with brutal feet, whilst his) life 1 oozes ext ¢ he snow-whuite es having bee wh on 
: marks, the mountains. The day was delightful. I wandered about through the sod. * Villains! murderers! I mv itarily ex- their ay priate fingre I slowly sauntered, with « " » hane 
2 in various parts of the mountain, and returning, stretched myself claimed They had now got so near that my exclamat vas into the inds ‘ ving ns of Mrs - -—- 
: } upon the broad ledge of rocks, (in front of the shantee placed on heard. * Hush!" said one, * didn’t you hear something “ Ves, I made my obeisance to the handsome 1 accomplished host 
' | its top,) and lay for some time in a delicious state betwee 1 sleep- lreplied the other; “] guess it's him Bloody-minded v s u the ‘ ( ttering throng Every y was there 
: ing and waking ; satiating my senses with the pure mountain air thought I; “ they have come up to murder me “T'll ca Der There was the pa Mrs. esos sweet ilo conscious 
| and the beautiful prospect, and eventually fell into a deep slumber. haps he'll hear us,” sand one ** Hillo-o-o ! I lay stal * Poor charms er dress of white satin and pink, sorting admirably with 
I woke with a sensation of cold, and was, at first, at a loss to know —_ fellow,”’ again rejomed the man, after a pause, “if he ha got her blue eyes and light hair ; and Mre lang y reclining o 
- what to make of myself. The night had set in—it was chill; and into the shantee and sheltered himself, he’s as dead as Cottor un ottoman, with her haw a la Gree; and near her the sylph-like 
: without guide, or food, or fire,” I found myself exposed to a Mather by this time e looked like a Yorker, a they ‘ figrure s bride, with her teeth like pearls, and her bea 
; coming storm in the mountains. The muttering roll, distant but tender as an old woman.” | ent. ¢t eves, a le veil f from her head-dress, and secured t 
continuous, warned me of the approach of one of those thunder «“ Halloo'” vociferate I, iv t | eT b€ ya a . ist winte belles and ‘ 
storms, which need no accessories to make them terrible That I unother moment I was at their s farme excet ¥ gentee ntellectual, with their fine ck eye 
) should be exposed to its fury, there was no doubt; unless I could his son, who live at the foot of t voking mer ind ft e figur he oy te cotithor und there w 
reach my horse, and trust to his instinct to take me down the nght as little nest yankee | Miss - walta vith a tall dandy mustacl ‘ ‘ 
path. I commenced cautiously a descent—the stones rolling under e commencement of the storm my horse was ¢ pw satire, while he took all for complime 
me at every step. I encountered several falls, and was only pre- s bridle and galloped d es f the and E popula a ¢ for a dozen ¢ shea 
vented by clinging to the saplings from plunging down the whole loses the road, he had and Miss -, f f life, wit, and animation, ent half a 
ce I eventually succeeded, is I thoug t, In getting in the is the storm eg \ dozen be kK at ct eweet | will er dark eye 
right | to my horse: but, as my evil genius would have it, I ee s red, d rave locks ‘ were r emen. ¥ , and 
took an exactly contrary direction; but on I perseveringly went the wr pat | | those ol ‘ Tyre y ‘ ‘ yw tha 
Sometimes I would tread into a hollow, and down I would go for a V the nght one | ‘ whiskers and w whiskers wit tachio 
dozen feet, bruising myself wofully. Oh, had I but Mephistopheles were § efo ‘ ‘ t form f it checkered 
with his wild-fire link-boy '—and then again I would slip, and s having fled ne . " i ‘ ‘ enant fa ery with 
plunge into a thick clump of bushes, and, succeeding in tearing my my draggled garments, and donned a homes t t s ny ver, t ind graceful, standing 
way through them, at the expense of bleeding hands and tor’ son, I found that I had been more frightened than hur I had | apart! the t g, a wit at und, looking exceedingly 
clothes, would be caught by a grape vine and laid sprawling on my thought 1 t \ e curfew | not é ¢ °\ ‘ ‘ ws e Rom 
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SE ‘TED MISCELLANY I} She wakes !—but ‘tis, alas! to see Ingratitude of re ypuiiiten Se From * Recollections of a Chaperone.” 
N The yg oat es mf || “Ineratitude,”” says Byron, “is generally supposed Call not such passion love! 
Nor in the ackened coals can she the vice peculiar to republics; an seems to be 4 man so lov } horse. his hound, his haw 
, A aes _ — re i pul and an so loves his e, hour h K, 
Peep ata truc novel reader. wt ve one fnendly gleam | forgotten, that, for one tance of popular incon For that these things to 's pleasure minister; 
Sue slumbered in the rocking-chau Then, Gropeng through the passage far |} stancy, we have an hundred examples of the fall of He's proud to boast such peerless beauty his 
She'd occupied all day, She stesle with noiseless trea || courtly favourites Sesides, people ive often re Does gloat upon it—would hav hers gaze 
And in her lap, half open, there And, weaving every Goor ajar pented—a monarch seldom or never And pine withenvy. What's that but self-love 
The last new novel lay; | Creeps shivering into bed! Now mark, Antenor, he who s indeed 
Upon the hearth the dying brands i Friendships With his whole se ss \ t to honour 
Their latest radiance shed | Dramatic oddities. } TI , , His ladv’s name a hundred t P wavs 
we } E he same writer savs, nendship is adangerous } aa P rr 
A flaring candle near her stands, The London Atheneum, has a list of laughable || yo, d for voung ladies; it is love t l-fledged, and His sole joy, her contentin a ne 
With a crown about its head vidities under the head of inrehearsed stave ef on Bae: cote Ree Saag — “— Her disgmet He with t eve i 
ae waiting for a fine day to fy aome ao = ieininae on a 
Her hair, which long unkempt had been, fects These, among others Hie et pe weg hanna dr ; rig “whale . 
Was hanging loosely round “When distinct referen ma n the text to er phate tore ai th 
i bat al sOUnG a Seeeae awe i vate An alderman'’s wit ‘v light his path to virtue and to far 
The curls by many a shining pin candles being war-candles, they should not be such “ , lo light his path to virtue and ame 
In closest durance bound egregious tallow-ditto as are used in this piece Why were you so silent at ner “ me Allez » onmiiatined 
Her gown—it had been white I ween When the curtains were withdrawn to exhibit Nell in |) to.an alderman. “ Had ys 1@ tooth a No ALCECTY CXpPsAsmeee 
But white it was not then her large hat, the suspended hoops of candles were || teplied he, “I never was in better tt He who has a bad stomae s but f of aman, 
' J ' = . ; ’ 
Her ruffles too, had once been clean made to perform a most extraordinary impromptu || fact 18, | ytton Bulwer sat opposite, al sn ecause debarred from enjoying irt of a 
And might be so again up-and-down dance to the tune of such gentle ¢ jJeasant to find one’s good things queted the next man’s sure P s . iN | 
| ! ! f su n x | if ] 
One slip-shod foot the fender prest clamations from invisibles, as who the s doing || WeeK in &@ magazine Sancho in SIs pers 
The other sought the floor ; that,’ &e. The green curtain, catching the infec t s of his « n, who is S S 
And folded o'er her heaving breas thon, half-desecended and re-ascended three times be- |] A lewer's wish. 
A faded shaw! she wor F ji} fore it would obsenure the characters on the stage | F Pla yM Gleanings. 
_ i mw are left in pos s the most < i It to sus 1 ’ 
The flickering light is fading fast whoa Ange ” ‘] he mW fhieult to su i} Why dost thou gaze upon the sky 
she parlor colder grows; jj fain with effec i} Oh that I were yon spangled s; In Shakspeare’s r w wasas e, 
“he midnight hou s long bee at 1] i} Th ow at al d be an eve d ’ w en vy plavers n 
T —~Apeeme hour ha ng ape | An artist of ability. 1) Then every er id ag cnc 4 a 
The cock for morning crows j . To wander o'er thy beauties here murs, a ew sa iN $ pulation 
Ss} ret] f ane ie W— is an artistof great ability,” said one. “I sunply 1 . 
She careth not tor mortal things | 1») , “ oPter . te 
tee ng es — 8 |) do not know,” replied — r, “I am certain he is | True embalmers. iisiteens 
© a epcllersesl, “yeh mc? an artist of great irrif-ability . _ 
The novelist’s imaginings I i] Love, poetry, and romance, are, after all, the It must be a lofty genius which refuses to sympa- 
Are acted o’er again | : | truest guides m the road to fame Who kn thize with the inspirations of others. Prostration 
But while in this delicious nap | Bathos. i half so much about Charlemagne, as the =“ le | here. like the worship of the Divinity meager 
Her willing sense 1s bound, | ‘An obscure hotel at Paris,” says the London | world does about Abelard ? and was there ever @9) vates than abases 
The book falls gently from her lap | Gazette, * has inscribed in large letters over the door, |, empress whose name was as widely known as 
And at its rustling sound '*L.’Hotel de l'univers, et des Etats Ums.’ " that of the lover monk ? GEORGE P. SCOTT & ¢ PRINTERS 























